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High upon Hart-hall, and thence away humble
He  sad of his mood to the mere-ground fell

downward.                                                   2100

Me for that slaughter-race the friend of the

Scyldings

With gold that beplated was mickle deal paid,
With   a  many of  treasures, sithence  came the

morning.

And we to the feast-tide had sat us adown;
Song was and glee there ; the elder of Scyldings,
Asking of many things, told of things o'erpast;
Whiles hath the battle-deer there the harp's joy,
The  wood  of mirth   greeted;   whiles  the  lay

said he
Soothfast and sorrowful; whiles a spell seldom

told

Told he by right, the king roomy-hearted;    2110
Whiles began afterward he by eld bounden,
The aged hoar warrior,  of his youth to bewail

him,
Its might of the battle; his breast well'd within

him,

When he, wont in winters, of many now minded.
So we there withinward the livelong day's wear-
ing

Took pleasure amongst us, till came upon men
Another of nights; then eftsoons again